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at han i aa ating ge of the amiable Ma- 
tilda even made an impression upon 
("Cotinnad frome pag TS 7 his frigid heart; and, Teosiah ecath 
THOUGH the baron was penetrat- , had hitherto been the object of his at- 
ing in the affairs of state, he had little tention, he suddenly resolved to re- 
discrimination in those of love ; and, as | nounce the shrine: and, paying adora- 
it was St. Clair’s interest to conceal his | tion at the altar of beauty, offered to 
affection, the baroness consented that receive Matilda as a portionless wife. 
he should visit at the house, andrelying [he baron delighted at the disinterest- 
upon the honor and rectitude of his |ed proposal, and charmed with the 
sentiments, only became anxious for prospect of such an elevation for his 
the happiness of her child. Whilst Si. | child, entertained no doubt of her rea- 
Clair was endeavouring to conquer an | dy compliance, but promised him, ina 
affection which seemed likely to involve | few days, the possession of her hand. 
its object in distress, Matilda’s heart | One week only was to be devoted to 
was torn by passions which she found | the preparation for the most important 
impossible to conquer or repress. | event in Matilda’s life; and, during 
Though the baron had always express- |, that period her repugnance increased, 
ed a determination never to marry her until it absolutely terminated in hatred 
but to the highest rank, yet as no pro-| and disgust. As the hour approached 
posal for an alliance had hitherto been | which was to seal the doom of Matil- 
made him, she indulged the hope that | da, her heart seemed to point out the 
she might enjoy a single life; and, |) amiable St. Clair as the only being to 
knowing herself beloved by the most | whom she could turn for relief. The 
amiable of men, reconciled her to the |, baroness, long accustomed to yield 
perversity of her fate. This poor gra- perfect submission to the imperious 
tification was soon denied her, as the | disposer of her fate, she had no hope 
baror at this time received an offer for | would be able to encounter his resent- 
her hand, which, to a haughty mind, | ment, if she ventured to disclose the 
carried such powerful recommend:- | situation of her mind ; but that amiable 
tions, that there was not a probability | woman, though mild under oppression, 
it should be refused. Had Matilda’s | was resolved to make an effort for the 
bosom been a stranger to affection, and { happiness of her child; and, after wide- 
her heart not impressed by tenderness | ly expatiating upon the duke of More- 
and esteem, the duke of Morena must na’s infirmities, asked, why he could 
have created such an abhorrence, as | devote her future days to misery? “Is 
neither apathy nor indifference could | | she not,” said she, “the pledge of our 
be able to resist. To a person con- | affection, the object on whom we place 
tracted by infirmity and age, was united | our happiness and desire ?—and shall 
an illiberal and narrow mind. The! we barter the felicity of such am amia- 
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either dignity or wealth ?—But”, con- 
tinued the baroness, “to inerease my 
abhorrence to a match so dispropor- 
tioned to my Matilda’s age, 1 must 


own to you, that I have observed her | 
attachment to St. Clair, from the mo- | 


ment you encouraged his visits at our” 


could degrade herself by such a choice! 
rather would I follow her to the 





tomb of her progenitors, than believe } 


her capable of casting a stigma upon 
my illustrious name !—Tell her,” con- 
tinued he, exalting his voice, whilst 
rage and fury flashed from his eyes, 
“that my word is passed, and she must 
fulfil it, or renounce forever each filial 
claim.” 

Whilst the baroness was thus en- 
deavouring to dissuade her husband 
from sacrificing the peace and happi- 
ness of her child, she was employed 
in disclosing the passion which tortur- 
ed her too susceptible mind. 

( To be continued. ) 
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HINTS TO THE RISING GENERATION. 


As the formation of a national cha- 
racter has always been considered a 
matter of sufficient importance to en- 
gage the attention of the learned and 
eminent of all ages, no apology need 
be offered for a humble endeavour to 


ration, to those abilities and accom- 
plishments which have gained for the 
young men of these days a celebrity 
which must inspire universal emula- 
tion. In the first place it must be re- 
collected, that as this is an enlightened 


age, more than ordinary care should | 


he taken, to gain an insight into those 


sources, from which so proud a distinc- | 
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‘not detect you. 


draw the attention of the rising gene- | complishments, do not neglect so fash- 
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ble possession for the sake of obtaining | 


planation of the term, which, as no one 


will be able to understand, so no one | 


can ever confute. 
abilities, if you should happen to be 
somewhat deficient in that respect, (as 
is nO uncommon case,) you may con- 
sole yourself by observing, that the 


public favour is scarcely ever guided 


—‘ Impossible !” exclaimed the baron,| by the merit of the object, but that a 


in a tone of indignation, “ that Matilda | 


title, a splendid fortune, or even what 
is termed a happy presence of mind, 
which some of the old school, indeed, 
call zmpudence, will always procure for 


_youa distinction, towhich neither ability 
nor good sense would ever entitle you. 


At the same time adopt the opinions 
of others, when they are in conformity 
with your own, as this will save vou 
considerable trouble ; but if you wish 
to regulate the opinions of others by 


your own, assert every thing positive- | 
ly, however doubtful, for this is the ~ 


only way to make yourself believed. 


As to literature, if you have any 
inclination or ability to pursue it, glean 


scraps from author’s, but call it orzg7- | 


nal composition, and work your frag- 
ments together, like a quack medicine, 
so as to conceal the ingredients of 
which it is composed; by which means, 
if any of your readers should recog- 
nize an old acquaintance, they will not 
be able to discover where they have 
seen it before, and consequently can- 
With regard to ac- 


ionable a one as swearing: this is in 
universal repute ; and if you should be 
told that itis practised by the lowest 
drayman you see in the street, you 
reply, that it is also used by the 
first gent/emen in the country, and the 
argument will at least hold as good on 


your side ason theirs. In yourrambles, | 


\1f you can insult any person with im- 
tion from our forefathers has arisen; | 


and if this point should, after long in- | 


punity, be sure to do it; but never 
meddle with any one whoseems likely to 


vestigatic 1, remain doubtful, you must | take you by the nose, &c. for this might 
recollect, that much depends on sound, | strike a blow at your reputation, which 
would not be very easily remedied, 
Whatever other maxims may be of 
service to you in the formation of your 


as well as substance: and thatthe former, 
(if you have a plentiful flow of words) 
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will always enable you to give an ex- | 
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character, may be learnt by observing 
the manners and customs of the fash- | 
jonable world. These will afford you 
an inexhaustible fund for your imita- 
tion and practice; and I have little 
doubt but that you will gradually in- 
crease by such means to that pitch of 
excellence which alone reaches to the 
perfection I have described. 


—— + oo 
BENEVOLENCE,. 


The admirable efficacy of benevo- 
lence in regulating and controlling the 
selfish, and eradicating the malevolent 
passions, in softening and refining the 
temper, and throwing a lustre over the 
whole conduct, renders it of the high- 
estimportance in the human character. 
Without some degree of it, we can 
neither be qualified to enjoy happiness 
ourselves, nor be the means of impart- 
ing it to others. Wrapt up in the 
narrow circle of our concerns, and re- 


gardless of the wants and interests of | 


others, we must necessarily contract a 


selfish, unsocial turn of mind, which. 
cannot fail of rendering its possessor | 


unamiable in the sight of both God and 
man. 
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ANTICIPATION OF EVIL. 


Complaints of the miseries of life, 


and murmurs at the present disposition 
of things, are heard from almost every 


quarter, and breathed from every lip} 
Though it is not to be| 


of morality. 


to sorrow, that moral and natural 


evil 











redominates, im a great degree, | 
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throughout the creation: yet neither | 


is it to be denied, that rauch of the | 


misery whereof men complain is of 


their own seeking; that many c° the 


murmurs which querulous mortals. 


emit, spring from the bitter fountain 
of their own folly and imprudence. A_ 
copious source of disquietude is that | 
anticipation of misfortunes, that inge- 
genious method of self-tormenting, 
wherein many are so skilled, by which 
they penetrate intp all the possible ca- | 





what is to come. 


denied that human existence is subject | "Ye" Purt him: 
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| lamities of futurity; nor ever allow 


themselves to enjoy the present through 
‘an irrational dread and suspicion of 
As nothing can be 
more destructive of felicity, so nothing 
is more disgraceful to reason or more 


contrary to that pious dependence upon 
| Providence, which religion in general, 


and the christian revelation in parti- 
cular, so clearly inculcates. 
— 
LOVE AND DEATH. 


Love and death resemble each other in ma- 
ny points. Both of them are blind, both are 
armed with darts, and both are equally cruel. 
Death strikes the prince and the peasant, le- 
vels the sceptre with the spade; love exercises 
the same empire. Both despise honours and 
riches : they acknowledge no distinction among 
mortals. True love, like death, never dies. 
These two tyrants of human life leave us no 
consolation but sighs and tears, they are equal- 
ly insensible to tears and to bribes. The prin- 
cipal difference between them is, that death at 
last triumphs over every thing, but loye cannot 
overcome virtue. 
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A GARDENER, the most extraordinary man in the, 
vored. 
ADDRESSED 10 A LADY. 

Because no man has more business upon 
earth, and he always chooses good ygrounds for 
what he does. He commands this thyme, he 
is master of the mint, and fingers penny royal. 
He raises his celery every year, and it is a bad 
year that does not bring him a plumb. He 
meets with more doughs than a minister of state. 
He makes rating his business more than his 
diversion, as many other gentlemen do; but 
makes it an advantage to his health and for- 
tune, which few others do. His wife has plen- 
ty of /ad’s love and heart’s ease, and she never 
wishes for weeds. Distempers fatal to others 
he walks the better for the 
gravel, and thrives most in a consumption. His 
greatest pride, and the world’s greatest envy 
is, that he can have yew when he pleases. 
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A gentleman shewing his curiosities of pic- 
tures, &c. in his gallery, on the other praising 
them very much, lhe gave him the choice of any 
one of them as a present. His friend fixed his 
election upon a tablet, in which the ten com- 
mandments were written in letters of gold. 


| ** You must excuse me there,” replied the gen- 


tleman, “those I am bound to keep /” 
———2 oe 
Caleb Whitford, of punning notoriety, ob- 
serving a young lady earnestly at work, asked 
her what she was doing; ‘‘Knotting fringe, 
” replied she, “pray, Mr. Whitford, can 








sir, 


you knot?” **J can-not, Madam,” 


answered he 
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THE PERSIAN LOVER, 


The sporting zephyr plumes his wing 
From hyacinthine bow’rs ; 

And binds the rosy brow of spring, 
With bands of blooming flow’rs ; 

Which scent the morning’s golden hair, 
And deck the citron grove, 

Where Selim fill’d the perfum’d air 
With sighs of hopeless love. 

He mark’d not when sweet buds unfold ; 
Nor when the vernal hours, 

In lillies’ bells, and cups of gold, 
Conceal the glitUring show’rs ; 

Which string the new-born jonquill’s stems 
With beads of pearly dew ; 

And hang at eve, in lucid gems 
On flow’rs of rosy hue. 

The gloom of night, the blush of morn, 
To him alike appear’d 

When the false Aza’s pointed scorn, 
The love-lorn shepherd fear’d. 

And oft his lute’s enchanting sound 
Breath’d vigils through the grove, 

To call the nymphs and shepherds round, 
The bow’r of hopeless love. 

There, while the shepherd sig'’d in vain, 
His drooping garlands hung, 

And thus at eve the plaintive swain 
His mournful passion sung : 

Since the false Aza mocks my pain, 
1’ll quit this roseate vale, 

Where full blown almonds bloom in vain, 
To check the whispering gale, 

Which bids me from her beauty fly, 
From grotts and mossy dell, 

Where sullen streams slow murm’ring by, 
The love-lone Selim’s cell. 

They seem to check this fond delay, 
Which bids me linger here, 

To chill the blooming sweets of May, 
With sorrow’s icy tear. 

Some mountain’s cave Pil quickly seek, 
That’s damp with baleful dew ; 

Or trace some desert, wild and bleak, 
Where flow’rets never grew; 

And when the dawn is o’ercast, 
O’er dang’rous rocks I'll stray ; 

While horror howls in ev’ry blast, 
And lightnings round me play. 

Then chance the friendly hand of deaih, 
May check life’s ebbing tide ; 

And saints, who catch my parting breath, 
Will weep when Selim dies. 
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THE THORN: 


How sweetly blooms the fragrant rose, 
What blushing tints its leaves disclose, 
Alone for pleasure born ! 
But as the chilling blast flies by, 
# Its wither’d sweets all scatter’d lie, 
And leave the naked thorn: 
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So beauty with enchanting smiles, , 
Ensnares the heart im love’s soft\wiles, --* ? 
As in life’s early morn: ¢ ye: 
But when the hours of love are o’er, 
And beauty can enchant no more, 
’Tis then you feel the thorn. 
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The following beautiful imitation from Klopstock’s 
Ode to his future Love, by THOMAS CAMPBELL, 
ESQ. author of ** The pleasures of Hope,” we do 
not recollect to have seen in any edition of his 
works. 


ee 


THE NAME UNKOWN. 


Prophetic pencil, wilt thou trace 
A fairhful image of the face: 
Or, wilt thou write the name unknown, 
Ordain’d to rule my charmed soul, 
And all my future fate controul, 
Worivall’d and alone? 
Delicious idol of my thought, 


| Tho’ sylph or spirit never taught 


My boding heart thy precious name ; 
Yet, musing on my distant fate, 
To charms unseen J consecrate, 
A visionary flame ! 
Thy rosy blush and meaning eye, 
Thy virgin voice of melody, 
Are ever present to my heart: 
Thy murmur’d vows shall yet be mine, 
My thrilling hand shall meet with thine, 
And never—never part ! 
Then fly, my days, on rapid wing, 
Till love the viewless treasure bring ; 
While I, like conscious Athens, own 
A pow’r in mystic silence seal’d, 
A guardian angel unreveal’d— 
And bless the name unknown. 


SENSIBILITY. 


Dear poignant source of ecstacy and woe! 
Imperious sovereign of my pliant frame ! 
Through every nerve quick shoots thy vivid 
glow, 
And every nerve subservient owns thy claim. 
I know thee, mighty as the lightnings stroke, 
That vibrates thro’ the sky to rend the knotted 
oak. 
Shewn in terrific magnitude of form, 
By thy keen optics human ills appear; 
By thee I see the yet impending storm, 
And for each shaft prepare a ready tear. 


| I pierce the film that veils the doubtful eye, ' 


And view the future still with evil frought, 
Alas how seldom has this heart been taught, 





To read the presage sweet of rosy-dawning joy. 
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